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15c December 
IT TAKES HEALTHY NERVES— 
RIDE ’EM COWBOY! It sure takes healthy 
nerves to stay on board a fighting 
bronk! “Camels are my smoke,” says 
Eddie Woods, cowboy champion. 
“They never jangle my nerves.” 
CAMEL’S COSTLIER TOBACCOS 
Eddie Woods, twice all-round cowboy 
champion at the famous Calgary Stampede, 
“top hand” of the cowboy world, says: 
“Ten seconds on the back of an outlaw 
horse is about the hardest punishment for 
a man’s nerves that anybody can imagine. 
To have nerves that can take it, I smoke 
only Camels. I’ve tried them all, but Camels 
are my smoke! They have a natural mild¬ 
ness that appeals to me, and I like their 
taste better. Most important of all, Camels 
do not jangle my nerves, even when I light 
up one Camel after another.” 
$ # # 
If you are nervous...inclined to “fly off the 
handle”. . . change to Camels. Your own 
nerves and taste will confirm the fact that 
this milder cigarette, made from costlier 
tobaccos, is better for steady smoking. 
IT IS MORE FUN TO KNOW 
Camels are made from finer, 
MORE EXPENSIVE tobaccos 
than any other popular brand. 
“I’M DEVOTED TO 
riding. Even if 
I am not in the 
championship 
class I need 
healthy nerves. 
And Camels 






NEVER GET ON YOUR NERVES NEVER TIRE YOUR TASTE 
Copyright, 1933," 
R. J. Reynolds 
Tobacco Company 
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Scrawled in Zoological Lethargy 
In Zoological Lab 
Pesky, green, and tim’rous beastie, 
Slopping north and south and eastie, 
Bumping nose on here, and then 
Turning round to bump again, 
Give me jitters while I hope to 
Keep you under microscope, you 
Nomad of a drop of scummy 
Water, rolling on your tummy, 
Can’t you see it’s not your fate to 
Go beyond this cover plate, you 
Little blob of fits and spasms, 
Made of ninety kinds of —asms? 
Don’t you know that when you slither 
Here and there and hither-thither, 
No one in the world would care 
If you lay and slept—RIGHT THERE? 
Don’t you know that there’s not one 
Blessed thing outside that scum 
Gives a whoop if you stay placid 
Or get soused on picric acid? 
So, by gad, you paramecium, 
When your portrait’s reached completion, 
Armed with towel I’m going to strike you 
Into bits—I’m too much like you. 
ni—ii  —ir=ir 
DENTS Rolled Out 
FENDERS REFINISHED 
EDDIE C. MILLER 
AUTO REPAIR CO. 
Kingshighway and Shaw 
GRand 5076 





Delicious Assortments of Nuts, 
Fruits,Creams, Caramels, Nougats 
and Hard Centers, 
3 Lbs.$2 
Delicious Home Cooked Meals 
Every Day - - 35c to 60c 
SPEAKING of farm relief, what 
about the poor pigs? When they 
complain about an odor, boy, it’s 
some odor l Less particular things 
than pigs shy at foul pipes. Yet so 
gentle a person as a lady loves to 
have pipe smoking in her presence— 
that is, with the right hitulot tobacco. 
For instance, no living thing, pig 
or person, ever drew away from Sir 
Walter Raleigh’s mild, Iragrant mix¬ 
ture in a smooth, well-kept pipe. 
Those rare Kentucky Burleys sat¬ 
isfy the smoker, and delight nearby 
non-smokers. Try a tin of Sir Walter 
Raleigh on your next store visit— 
the tin wrapped in gold foil. You’ll 
see why particular men have adopted 
this fine tobacco “whole hog.” 
Brown & Williamson Tobacco Corporation 
Louisville, Kentucky, Dept W^~3i2 
It’s 15^—AND IT’S MILDER 
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The University Dictionary 
Architect. A cross between an Engineer and an Art- 
School student; one ashamed to go openly to 
Art School and with too much self-respect to be 
an Engineer. 
Class Election. The place at which the choice of the 
select is ratified. 
Class Meeting. An infallible cure for insomnia. 
Coed. The law by which social affairs at the Uni¬ 
versity are governed. 
College. Last stand of learning and culture in a 
university. 
Editorial. 1. A loud cry from the Editor. 
2. A futile attempt at reform, the biased 
product of a super-heated brain. Syn¬ 
onym, damphulishness. 
3. A bold stroke of genius, noble mar¬ 
tyrdom (a highly locallized applica¬ 
tion. ) 
Lawyer. A person who is bent or remaining at 
Washington even after graduating from College. 
Student Life. 1. A method of enriching the busi¬ 
ness manager. 
2. An instrument of expression for 
an editor. 




We wonder if the commission was tender. 




Cause and result. 
-D d D- 
Our idea of a real criminal is a fellow who works 
as a blind-man by day and amuses himself as a 
peeping Tom by night. 
- D d d - 
“Pop! Look at that rooster chasing that duck!” 
"Shush, son. That’s merely the origin of species." 
- d D D- 
—Pelican. 
"It’s so hot, I can’t think.” 
It’s not the heat, it’s the stupid¬ 
ity.” 
- D D d - 
“Do you think I can carry 
Chem? ” 
“I don’t know. How much does 
he weigh?” 
- d d D - 
Willy: “Would God, I were rich.” 
Nilly: “Don’t take God’s name 
in vain.” 
- D d d - 
FORMAL 
Soft bosom—Stiff shirt, 
Spike heel—soft toe. 
Each the other’s presence felt, 
As the dance did onward go. 
- D D D - 
America may be a fast country, 
but think hallucination the Greeks 
“Oh, honey boy, I’m so excited! Feel my heart!” were. 
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There was a young sweetie named Grace 
Who had an exquisite face— 
But her legs were so neat 
So gorgeous, so sweet 
That the boys never looked at her face. 
-D D D - 
Some fraternity boys are born with a silver spoon 
in their mouths—others pick them up at Garavelli’s 
(Or is that silverware? ) 
- d d D - 
English 1 1 test-paper: “Chaucer’s father was a 
wine-cellar.’’ 
- D d d- 
“Just b ecause my father’s a pecan grower,” snif¬ 
fled ethnocentric Ethel, “you needn’t think I’m off 
my nut." 
-D d D- 
“How did the explosion occur?" 
“The engineer was full and the boiler was 
empty." 
- n d D - 
Life After Death Department 
”... he is assured of a salary of $ 1 800 or $ 1 900 
a year for the rest of his life, and a pension at the 
end of it." —Prof. Charles W. McKenzie 
In Poly Sci 3, Dec. 7, 1933 
- D D D - 
Ode to Long Island Sound 
Oh, sing of the grapefruit that floats on the tide 
And the wavelets that lave it to sleep. 
Oh, sing of the cats and the rats that have died 
And find peace in the arms of the deep. 
Oh, sing of the jellyfish, bonny and brave, 
But not of the romance of life on the wave. 
Oh, sing of the sand that doth shine in the sun 
And the creatures that on it do lie. 
Oh, sing of the smells that do rise, every one, 
From the water, as o’er it we fly. 
Oh, sing of the garbage’s watery grave, 
But not of the romance of life on the wave. 
—Gargoyle. 
-D D D - 
“There was one innocent bystander hurt in the theatre 
fire last night.” 
“How about the fifteen chorus girls injured?” 
“I repeat there was one innocent bystander hurt.” 
—Penn State Froth. 
- D D D -- 
l/c: “I’ve been misbehaving and my conscience is troub¬ 
ling me.” 
Doctor: “I see, and since I’m a psychiatrist you want 
something to strengthen your will power?” 






ALPHA EPSILON PI 
ALPHA TAU OMEGA 
BETA THETA PI 
KAPPA ALPHA 
KAPPA SIGMA 
PHI BETA DELTA 
PHI DELTA THETA 
PI KAPPA ALPHA 
SIGMA ALPHA EPSILON 
SIGMA ALPHA MU 
SIGMA CHI 
SIGMA NU 
SIGMA PHI EPSILON 
TAU KAPPA EPSILON 
THETA XI 
ZETA BETA TAU 
JUNIOR LAWYERS 
For The Vescovo Trophy 
VESCOVO’S 
You know you saw it in DIRGE, you old reprobate, you—so why not say it straight out? 
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College ^nn's Conner 
College Ann is all a-twitter this month about 
the new “Shirt-waist” dress, that is being shown 
in all the smart shops. All the new frocks have 
taken to this mode—One perfectly adorable gown 
was the one that College Ann wore at the Lock 
dance, was carried out in black and white. The 
skirt, made along the straight but clinging lines, 
was of black bagheera crepe, hanging two inches 
from the floor (shoes-tip length) The shirt waist 
simply “made” the outfit and was of white taffeta. 
The sleeves featured the new “tuft” sleeve that 
consists of several folds of gathered material form¬ 
ing a puffed sleeve. The neck was very high and 
small pearl buttons all the way down the back added 
a most unusual piquantness to the frock. The cos¬ 
tume was completed with a new “off-the-face” tur¬ 
ban of black water-velvet flourishing a white veil, 
and tiny pearl ornament in the back of the crown. 
H-O-L-I-D-A-Y-S—spells plenty of parties to 
College Ann so she selected a most devastating 
black satin formal featuring a set-in bolero of bugle 
beads. The neck line was very high in front but 
disappeared entirely in back except for a tiny strand 
approaching from either shoulder and buttoning at 
the nape of the neck with a small button. The most 
enticing part of the gown is it’s diagonal cut that 
gives more curves than one could imagine, but still 
adds plenty of slimness. 
College Ann offers a hint to harrassed coeds who 
find that their wardrobe is sadly lacking enough 
changes for the necessary dates. A “tunic” dress 
may be changed into an entirely different frock by 
simply changing the tunic. It is surprising how much 
smarter a long “tunic” blouse looks with an after¬ 
noon suit. It really sets off the awful clash when 
the coat comes off for tea dancing, bridge, etc. and 
leaves the ugly effect of a blouse and skirt. 
Coiffures have come into the limelight more than 
ever and the tiara seems to have become more 
popular than the plain head band. Various styles 
of the tiara range from everything to plain tortoise 
shell to platinum with diamonds inter-studded. The 
evening turban has somewhat replaced the tiara but 
either are correct for evening wear. 
Evening Clothes, Too 
Can Express Your 
! RUE, you are confined 
to black and white but 
yet there is such a difference in 
evening clothes tailored to your 
individual requirements. They 
are always worn when you want 
to appear your very best, too. 
Whether dinner jacket or tail 
coat, when tailored by Losse 




With the usual avalanche of dances at Christmas 
the use of more formal wear for men will again 
take prominence in their wardrobes. The “Tuxedo” 
is more popular with the younger set but for New 
Year’s Eve the full dress will be the only acceptable 
costume, for the smartly dressed college student. 
For the benefit of you young men who are clothes 
conscious, here are a few don’ts that might prove 
a great help to you. 
1 ) A white tie is not proper with a tuxedo at 
any time. 
2) Either black patent leather dancing pumps 
or a smooth calf shoe without any trimming 
are quite proper with a tuxedo. 
3) A perfectly plain white muffler carries out 
the perfect apparel for evening. 
4) Either a plain black or dark blue coat may 
be worn with formal wear. 
5) Both the short and long wing collar are cor¬ 
rect but the long wing is more popular with 
younger men. 
Yeh, that’s the idea! Patronize DIRGE advertisers. 
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A young sailor was cast away on a desert island. After 
he had been there for nine years, he espied a figure on a 
neighboring island. Braving the sharks, he swam there to 
find a sweet young woman awaiting him. Approaching 
her, he said: 
“How long have you been here?” 
“Why, I’ve been here six years,” she said. 
“Six years! Why I’ve been on my island for nine long 
years.” 
“Why, you poor man, all alone for nine years! Well, 
I’m going to give you something you’ve been wanting for 
a long time.” 
Said the sailor: “Lady, you don’t mean to tell me you’ve 
got beer on ice!” 
—Lord Jeff. 




“What’s your name?” 
“Scanajavischiijdo, sir. 
“Put him on the first team, boys. 
—Exchange. 
D D D 
Girls whose love is hot and fiery, 
Ought to keep a detailed diary. 
- D D D - 
A general and a colonel were walking down the street. 
They met many privates, and each time the colonel would 
salute he would mutter, “The same to you.” 
The general’s curiosity soon got the better of him, and 
he asked: 
“Why do you always say that?” 
The colonel answered: 
“I was once a private and I know what they are think¬ 
ing.” ' I i 
—Red Cat. 
- D D D - 
Girls desiring Mae West curves 






We think much of the talk about mildness 
is a bit beside the point. 
We maintain that flavor is the quality 
that causes you to like or dislike a pipe 
tobacco. 
Of course you don’t want a tobacco that 
will bite your tongue. Who does? 
But, if you love your pipe, put real 
tobacco in it—get a tobacco with flavor, 
character, individuality. That is Edge- 
worth, the blend you can smoke all around 
the clock—and never tire of it. 
-D D D- 
Back in ’98 three old friends left Pennsylvania. The 
Engineer married for love and got love. The Wharton 
man married for money and got money. But the College 
man married for honor. 
—Punch Bowl. 
- D D D - 
For love or for lust, 
If you must, you must! 
-D D D- 
"So you’re working your way through school. How do 
you do it?” 
“Well, don’t tell my mother; she thinks I’m selling gin 
but I’m really editing the humor magazine.” 
—Ohio Green Goat. 
Is it mild? Yes! Edgeworth is made from 
the mildest pipe tobacco that grows. It has 
genuine mildness—a combination of gentle¬ 
ness and body that is most difficult to 
secure. It does not just happen. It is a real 
achievement. We found the way to put it 
in Edgeworth and keep it there. 
Try Edgeworth next time. Remember, its 
flavor-mildness has carried it to pipe smok¬ 
ers in every land. Are you not curious to 
try such a tobacco? 
Sold everywhere in all sizes from 15fi pocket 
package to pound humidor tin. Made and guar¬ 
anteed by Larus & Bro. Co., Richmond, Va. 
-— d D D - 
Maid (who has just answered the ’phone for her mis¬ 
tress): “It is your fiance, madame, the one with the deep 
voice.” 
—Tiger. 
Be a man—tell them to thei 
EDGEWORTH 
MADE FROM THE MILDEST PIPE TOBACCO THAT GROWS 
face you saw their DIRGE ad. 
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Letters Froir a Chinese student 
To Hi’S Friends ’H The East 
Concerns Activity 
1 tell you, my dear Wung, that to understand 
the most extraordinary lives led by students in this 
country, you must bear in mind what 1 have told 
you previously; that is that students here give their 
academic work most revolutionary considerations. 
For, while students attend your universities for the 
prosaic pursuit of knowledge, the students here at¬ 
tend for the pursuit of Activity, relegating to aca¬ 
demic functions that time which remains. 
Not being allowed, my dear Wung, to remain 
away from my Activities longer, I must close, fore¬ 
warning you that in my subsequent letters I shall 
delve more deeply and specifically into the habits 
of the inmates of this institution, in which 1 am so 
luckily situated. 
-D d d- 
Activity (generally written with initial letter capi¬ 
tal: as, Activity, or in capitals entire: as, ACTIV¬ 
ITY) must not be confused with the common noun 
which you have doubtless learned, and which means 
any sort of doing at all. Nay, this Activity is con¬ 
fined to special channels, unlimited in variety, ex¬ 
cept that they must not, in any way, be conducive 
to the absorption of knowledge. 
So it is that some sing and some dance and some 
combine the two. Some shoot rifles and some are 
content with carrying them. Some write jokes and 
poems and some sell them. Some, indeed, buy 
them, and this is considered especially laudable, 
being known as Supporting-An-Activity, second 
only to Being-An-Activity-Man, which is supreme, 
and than which there are none higher. Indeed, he 
who is In-One-Activity is highly esteemed; he who 
is In-Two-Activities is doubly esteemed; while he 
who is IN-THREE-ACTIVITIES is reverenced to 
the point of divinity, and may become President- 
Of-His-Dancing-Club, which is here termed “Fra¬ 
ternity,” (or “Sorority,” in the female). 
By this, my dear Wung, 1 do not mean to imply 
that there are none who are engaged in the pro¬ 
fession of teaching, though in this country it is 
scarcely looked upon as a profession, or remuner¬ 
ated as such. Indeed, there is an honorable body 
of men who esteem each other highly and who may 
be noticed occasionally walking about the grounds, 
always distinguishable by their singular appearance, 
all being alike in that each is different from all other 
men. It is characteristic of these creatures that when 
the word Activity is mentioned, the lower lip trem¬ 
bles slightly, the gaze bends more completely to 
the ground, and the legs assume a fluttering move¬ 
ment in the direction of the nearest dark study. 
—Mercury. 
“Hello, your wife has just been posing for me!” 





Winner of Dirge’s 
Freshman Popularity Contest 
1933-1934 
A. A. A. 
Because of her charming personality/ 
attractiveness both mentally and 
physically/ and the zest and spirit 
with which she enters things, we feel 
that no better queen could have 
been selected. 
MICKEY HYMAN 
Member of Gamma Phi Beta 
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Chief Mourner’s Tears 
Business Man Santa 
We can’t quite figure out if we 
are growing more cynical each 
year towards Christmas, or if 
Christmas itself is losing the 
simple and pleasant characteristics 
it once had. At any rate, the thrill 
of looking forward towards the 
25 th of December as the biggest 
and best day of the year is gone. 
Santa Claus himself has become 
prostituted to the mercenary de¬ 
partment store’s business. He no 
longer retains the mystic qualities 
of appearing suddenly on Christ¬ 
mas Eve with a breath-taking 
flourish and then vanishing into 
the night for another long year. 
Old Claus may now be seen in 
every department store for a 
month preceding Christmas. He 
will be photographed with you; 
he talks over the radio; he walks 
the streets in sundry shapes and 
dress; he is supplemented by 
trained animals, clowns, and huge 
mechanical contrivances that all 
tend to appeal to the children— 
but to the detriment of the one¬ 
time center of attraction, Santa 
Claus. 
Parquet 
We went to the American 
Theatre a few evenings ago. As 
is our custom, we bought fifty-cent 
tickets, wore old clothes, brought 
along a pair of binoculars, and 
climbed three or four flights of 
stairs to the second balcony. Be¬ 
fore the play started, as is also 
our custom, we flashed our glasses 
over the more fortunate people 
way below us. In strolled one 
couple. The girl was a lovely 
creature in a beautiful formal 
gown. Her escort was a tall sturdy 
young man impeccably dressed in 
tuxedo. As we focussed our 
glasses on them, we gave a cry 
of surprise. It was our ice-man 
and his best girl. 
Contest Notes 
In spite of the warning that all 
ballots would be checked in Ter- 
nion, there were many attempts 
at stuffing the box. But we stuck 
to our guns and wearily checked 
over three hundred names and 
addresses. Fifty of the votes had 
to be thrown out .... One young 
lady approached the polling place 
with her registration card and 
wanted to vote .... every candi¬ 
date got some votes .... for one 
reason or another .... blondes 
Our Annual Xmas Cartoon 
took a beating in the results, the 
score being four to one in favor 
of the brunettes. . . . the St. Louis 
Star and Times’ write-up of the 
contest was in the; edition en¬ 
closed in the cornerstone of their 
new building .... the enthusiasm 
over the contest was entirely un¬ 
expected and it is hoped to make 
it an annual event .... several of 
the fraternities had favorite can¬ 
didates and ballyhooed them all 
over the quad .... the winner 
had the most general following 
of all the entrants, no single clique 
backing her .... we all had a 
good time out of the thing but will 
never trust five girls with a secret 
again as long as we live. 
Big Stages 
It may be just a bit too techni¬ 
cal to find fault with, but we rise 
up in protest against some of the 
back-stage movies that Holly¬ 
wood has tossed our way in the 
last few months. The point we 
don’t like is the attempt to make 
the audience believe that the gi¬ 
gantic chorus sequences actually 
take place on a stage. The set¬ 
tings and photography are un¬ 
doubtedly beautiful but the fan¬ 
tastic idea of their occurring on 
any stage spoils the effect. “Foot- 
light Parade” was the last and 
worst offender in this respect. 
They had three sequences in the 
picture. One consisted of a three- 
story hotel (on the stage, of 
course) with intimate shots under 
(Continued on page 22) 
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De Teachers' Meefcin* 
(Prof. Robert C. Pooley, of the English department of the 
University of Wisconsin, was quoted in a recent edition 
of the Post-Dispatch as saying “that ‘You is’ is just as good 
for practical purposes as ‘You are,’ ” and sanctioning vari¬ 
ous other constructions that English teachers have always 
taught to be illiterate.) 
Scene: faculty meeting of Garble University. 
Chancellor Klotz: This here meeting will come to 
order. I done called this meeting three times now 
and there ain’t been a quorum until today. Let’s 
get down to business. 
Professor Murgatroyd: I move that the English de¬ 
partment be kicked out. 
Professor Bennet-Bennet: I second the motion. 
Professor Winston-Smythe: And I third it, o boy, 
o boy. 
Chancellor Klotz: Shut up. Youse is out of order. 
Professor Doddridge: Well, I’m opposed to that 
there idear. As a member of the English depart¬ 
ment, 1 don’t see no reason for discontinuing it. 
Everybody knows that the English department is 
essential to the welfare of the school by learning 
all them freshmen that comes to the university 
every year how to speak good English at all times. 
Professor Bennet-Bennet: Aw, that ain’t necessary 
no more. Where does that get ’em? What if 
they can speak good English like we here? That 
don t mean no money in their pocket. 
Professor Dubois: I think we should not disband 
the English department. Too much emphasis is 
already being laid on the material side of exist¬ 
ence and culture is suffering. True, good English 
like what we is talking here don’t get you no 
where, but I think that from purely the cultural 
pernt of view English should be included in the 
corricula of the schools. 
Professor Bennet-Bennet: Nuts to you. The English 
department ain’t necessary no more. It’s got to 
make room for more modern subjects. Harvard 
just started a course in garbage collecting. Have 
we got a course in garbage collecting? No, we 
ain’t. 
Professor Murgatroyd: Well, I think— 
Chancellor Klotz: Youse is out of order. Let’s vote. 
All in favor signify by the usual sign. All op¬ 
posed. The ayes has it. The English depart¬ 
ment is no longer—(is hit by a spit-ball.) Who 
done that? 
Paper-boy (putting his head through the window) : 
It was I, sir. _ 
•—Gordon Sager. 
Clarence Garvey wins the carton of Life Savers 
in last month’s contest. 
Newspaper Slippings 
BULLET HOLE IN HEAD 
OF CARETAKER MISSING 
SINCE JUNE 21 
—St. Louis Post-Dispatch. 
Did they search his pockets? 
* * * * 
ALL DENTS TO HAVE 
PHOTOS IN HATCHET 
—Student Life. 
How much for a dimple, Mr. Hardaway? 
* * * * 
”... It was discontinued then at the request of 
the students, who said that they could no longer 
manage it properly, due to the low level of honesty 
in 1923.” —Student Life. 
¥ V ¥ V 
MANN SURRENDERS 
TO BEGIN SENTENCE 
—St. Louis Post-Dispatch. 
Iss givenn heavyy termm. 
* * * ¥ 
“Plans for the disbanding of the newly organized 
University Symphony orchestra were announced 
today . . . —Student Life. 
What’ll you do if your plans fail? 
* * * * 
GARRICK 
Spicy burlesque—We hold seats. 
—Advertisement. 
Do You Believe in Signs? 
A church sign after a small boy had garbled it: 
“WORSHIP HIT US 
AT 
10:30 A. M.” 
* * ¥ ¥ 
On a grocery window: 
“FANCY TURNIPS ... 10c” 
Fancy that! 
H" 
Sign on the mirror over an old-time bar: 
“IN GOD WE TRUST_ 
All others pay cash”. 
¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 
On a tap-room window: 
“Dancing 
Sandwiches . . . .” 
December, 1933 Washington DIRGE University 11 
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Dear Clovey: 
Not so much this time, but I’m straining at the 
leash for the Xmas holidays to come on with the 
usual quota of crummy things occurring .... Well, 
Ginny Ebrecht crashes page 1 again .... it seems 
she was walking through the Duncker Archway one 
windy day, and a playful gust of wind toyed with 
her dress just long enough to lift it completely over 
her head .... but what gets us is that a group of 
boys in the Duncker doorway saw her and said “Oh, 
look, there’s Ebrecht!’’ .... while her skirts were 
still concealing her face ... .it wouldn’t be much 
of a surprise to learn that Mate Marshall’s Beta pin 
will recline on the Ebrecht bosom .... Mary Lee 
Harney, of course, finally succumbed to Chris (little 
pig) Kenny, and has the old badge .... who else 
felt the cold wind accompanying Bob Hillman when 
he strolled into the Sig Chi dance with Bert Kent? . . 
John (J. C.) Kane is probably fond of Dot 
Coombs because they are so much alike, hair and 
all .... what does Dotty think of the Phee Delta 
Theta gang after their last dawnce .... a new 
couple on the campus is the Jo Kumbra-Frank (Sig 
Nu) Marshall, combine .... with Jack Fink, the 
high-school flame, taking the beating .... looks like 
Bob Fletcher is trying to discover in Betty (M. P. 
C.) Trembley the same qualities he saw in Kitty 
Fisher until she upped and married .... Lukie 
Keeler seems to be filling up a big gap in Bill Duet- 
ting’s life, but the brass tack truth of it all is that 
Opal Fitzsimmons is the sub-conscious image .... 
Soulard (Fearless journalism) Johnson is also mak¬ 
ing eyes in the general direction of this Tri-Delt, 
since there was little progress with Mary Leem the 
Theta blonde .... 
Charlie Knight seems to be hanging around the 
front door of Jo Ireland pretty often, but I happen 
to know that he is the same old way about Jane 
Schwartz .... how about the way he voted in the 
popularity contest? .... this last fact won’t make 
Charlie Wilie, a K. A. from Westminster feel any 
too badly .... the gent that seems to have little 
Mary Jane Kerwin’s pulse right now is Bob Ecoff, 
another Pi Phi playboy .... Ed Carson is attempt¬ 
ing to break back into the Jim Miller league again, 
and he might get trapped right this time .... Mam¬ 
ma Dunn is very excited about her Junior’s going 
about with Juanita Meckfessel .... imagine sophis¬ 
ticated Art holding hands with a girl in class-rooms 
. . . . Cotton Siegmund has been seen around with 
the King himself, what Price Reed .... Helen Ross 
has settled down into the steady grind with John 
Williams .... an usher at Loew s State doffs his 
uniform occasionally to trip out with Gracie An¬ 
drews .... Tim Christopher and Jane Schwartz are 
around a bit, but Tim should know about the A. 
T. O. pledge .... Dorothy Nesbit is dilly-dallying 
with Bob Reynolds, the Phi Delta cream-puff .... 
That’s about all, Clover, but don’t you think 
something should be done about Elliot Koenig’s 
annual freshman rush? .... first it was Inez Wilson, 
then Grace Andrews, and now Bee Ferring . . . . 
and Elliot’s in the Law School with three more years 
of good clean fun .... 
Yours in klandestine keyholeing, 
O! HALTER HINCHELL 
“I don’t like to say anything, Professor Schmaltz, 
but are you quite sure you didn’t go to a masquerade 
party last night?” 
12 Washington DIRGE University December, 1933 
MYRA KERWIN 






Miss Kerwin is a member of Pi Beta Phi, is l 7 
years old, and is a native St. Louisan. She gradu¬ 
ated last June from John Burroughs School and 
was selected as May Queen during her final year. 
Her activities at Washington include Student Life, 
Hatchet, Thyrsus, and Dirge. She is interested in 
field hockey and was on the varsity team in high 
school. She has no plans, as yet, after she gradu¬ 
ates, and admits that the social life at school in¬ 
terests her as much as her studies. 
P 
JO IRELAND 
Jo wears the pledge pin of Kappa Kappa Gamma, 
is also l 7 years old, and was born in St. Louis. She 
graduated from University City High School and 
had leads in three operettas there. She is very much 
interested in sports and was on the hockey, basket¬ 
ball, and baseball teams in high school. She also 
claims to swim, play tennis, ice-skate, and ride, 
though she’d rather dance than anything else. Her 
activities here include Glee Club, Chapel Choir, 
Thyrsus, and Dirge. She plans on a singing career 
if marriage doesn’t interfere. 
u) 
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ITEM 
iid of Honor 
Pcjlarity Contest 
193 934 
Luky is 18 years old and is claimed by Kappa 
Kappa Gamma. She was born in St. Louis but has 
lived all over the country. Was graduated from 
Sacred Heart Convent. This is her first crack at 
co-education, and she likes it. She swims and was 
on her all-school hockey team. Her activities are 
confined to Thyrsus and Hatchet. Came out to 
school for two reasons-to pass the time away and 
because it’s just across the street. Doesn’t know 




MARY LEE HARNEY 
Mary Lee, the only blonde of the bunch, has the 
arrow-head of Pi Beta Phi, is 18 years old, was 
born in St. Louis, and graduated from Hosmer Hall. 
She likes dancing better than any other activity. 
Reached the tennis finals at Hosmer Hall last year. 
Social life and education are divided equally in her 
attentions at school with the accent on the first. 
She is on Dirge, is working for points in W. A. A., 
and thinks she is on Hatchet. Her future is rather 
vague at present. 
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WILL IT COME TO THIS? 
Everything’s being done by telephone and tele¬ 
vision these days. Not long ago a local newspaper 
carried a story of a transatlantic telephone wedding; 
the bride was in Sweden and her Olaf bann in 
Day-troyt. 
There are several doubtful points about a thing 
like that, however. Who pays the bill? If Wil- 
helmenia is left at the church, does Olaf send re¬ 
grets via telegram, and if so may said telegram be 
collect? But if the ceremony happens to go thru 
all right, does the bride get kissed by proxy, or 
should the groom make queer noises and hug the 
telephone? No one need pay the minister-just 
hang up on him and save your money. 
That’s just one of the many possibilities of tele¬ 
phone and television. Pretty soon we’ll get to the 
stage where we ll buy shoes, lettuce, hats, lamp¬ 
shades, ink and shrubbery, and anything else by 
those methods. A 24-hour scene in the Jones’ home 
might be something like this a few years hence, when 
television is as common as next month’s bills: 
8:00 A. M. 
Poppa Jones: Ye gods, Momma, there’s the phone. 
Answer it, will ya? . . . Who? . . Joe? .... No, 
you tell him I’ll be finished with breakfast in two 
minutes ... If he sees that I haven’t shaved yet, 
he won’t wait, and I’ve already missed the 7:58 
into town. 
Momma Jones: Joe? . . . Poppa’ll be ready soon’s 
you come around. What? . . . Yes-oh, sure . . . . 
All ready; yes, everything but his coat and hat 
.... What! you want to see him yourself? ! . . . . 
Joe Mikelsburger, you’re a rank cynic! 
9:00 A. M. 
Momma Jones: (picking up receiver and calling a 
number). Hello, is this the Atwater School? . . . 
Miss Twinkleberry, pleaz . . . (waves to several 
people in the background as she waits) . . . Oh, 
there you are . . . My, you’re looking splendid . . . 
Yes, I kept Willie at home this morning ... A 
cold, yes . . . (Calls Willie to her. He looks into 
the instrument in a disinterested manner) .... 
See how badly he looks .... Sorta pale ... In a 
few days, you think? . . . All right, he’ll be back 
then .... (Willie looks disgusted; Momma Jones 
hopes Miss Twinkleberry didn’t see her off¬ 
spring’s expression. She retains Willie nearby for 
future performance, and calls another number). 
Momma Jones: Hello, Miss Pobbs, is the doctor in? 
.... Oh, yes, there—I see him coming thru that 
door .... Yes, pleaze . . . Hello, Doctor Poggles, 
I want you to look at Willie . . . Here . . . (She 
shoves a reluctant Willie before the apparatus . . . 
don’t you think he’s a trifle peaked? . . . What? 
. . . Oh, yes, certainly .... Stick out your tongue 
for the nice man, Willie.FOR him, Will- 
YUM, not AT him! There, that’s better . . . What, 
Doctor? . . . Oh, certainly . . . Now Willie, say 
“Ah” for the man .... Will-ie! Stop making 
faces and don’t wiggle your tonsils like that! Do 
you want the nice man to be angry?.Yes, 
Doctor, right away.Guh-by. 
10:30 A. M. 
Momma Jones: Hello, Mr. Weber, how’s the gro¬ 
cery business, today? Yes, you seem to have a 
nice crowd .... I see Mrs. Lyderberg is buying 
sauerkraut again .... How about lettuce—no, a 
larger head .... What s that on the right side? 
It's a bug: it certainly is! ... . Don’t try to fool 
me-1 ve got eyes; I can see .... It IS a bug, and 
I don’t want that head of lettuce . . . How about 
that one on the corner of the pile .... yes, that’s 
it . . . Let’s see the other side of the head—very 
well . . . Yes, I 11 take it.Oh, Mr. ^Eeber, 
what does that sign say? I can’t see the print 
without my glasses . . . canned biscuits . . . three 
(Continued on page 22) 
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Helen Zephyr McCookie 
E. Merideth Lovewell 
McDumpne 
La Mer .... La Nuit .... Et Letisha 
By Lucrezia Honeywell Britch 
Letisha sat, surrounded by a blue haze of melancholy. 
Melancholy.clammy paws that clutched forth 
out of nowhere .... nowhere at all ... . and wafted the 
trembling corners of her mouth into its slimy depths 
. . . . crimson cupid bow bent down to dreary crescent 
.oh, woe to the world of men. 
For four hours and twenty minutes Letisha sat, 
watching the tiny waves ripple in to their final resting 
place. The futility of it all.laboring in with weary 
trembling steps from the land of the sunrise.only 
to die forever, Letisha sneezed and went on, to die 
forever on the sands with a feeble splash for a swan 
song.... oh, woe to the world of men and Letisha 
picked up a handful of sand and threw it due north 
. . .. oh, how it flew, only to stop, like a tired armadillo 
which has walked too far and squats down with a 
shivery tremor on the dewy grass. 
Suddenly Letisha arose since she could stand it no 
longer. Her eyes lilted gently to her wrist watch, tick¬ 
ing the minutes placidly off, there by her lily-white 
knuckle bones. “Damn.” she gasped .... John’s 
supper .... the bacon .... it must be burning .... her 
lithe form galvanized into action, speeding like a deer 
over the yielding sands. 
Suddenly, as when, in a distant land, a mighty tower 
is shaken from its foundation and crashes in resound¬ 
ing thunder to the earth, Letisha stubbed her toe and 
fell on her ear. “Damn .... ” she gasped and whirled 
like a savage she-wolf with puppies. Something in the 
sand.something reaching up like a lighthouse on 
a barren ocean.somebody’s nose.some¬ 
body’s nose.all alone in the wilderness of sand 
.twitching spasmodically, Letisha snatched at 
the glittering grains.five minutes.ten min¬ 
utes .and the whole grim form was uncovered to 
the light of the stars. “A corpse.” mumbled 
Letisha as she took off her shoes, “a ghastly corpse ..” 
(Continued on Next Page) 
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Art, Culture, and Intelligence All Over The World 
We may be accused of attempting 
too much in this discussion of art, cul¬ 
ture, and intelligence all over the 
world. This criticism, however, honi 
soit qui mal y pense, will deter us no 
whit. Rather, or rather rawther, we 
shall go on, and on, excelsior, in this 
discussion of art, culture, and intelli¬ 
gence all over the world. 
Art! Ah, ART! 
What is art, you 
ask. Ah, yes, 
what is it? Yes, 
indeedy, what is 
art? The word 
“art” may be 
changed around 
to spell both 
“tar” and “rat”. 
We disagree 
with these crit¬ 
ics hie et ubique. 
Art, one might 
think, started 
with the first 
scrawlings of 
cave-men on the 
walls of their 
caves. We are 
inclined to think 
the same thing 
but well we re¬ 
member one aw¬ 
ful night, a night 
that we will nev¬ 
er forget, when 
we doubted. Les • ■ • SPEEDING LIKE A DEER ■ • 
absents ont toujours tort. 
At any rate, art today is with us. 
This is an absolutely uncontradictor- 
ial statement. Art is everywhere, wie 
gewonnen, so zerronnen (We’ll use a 
Greek phrase next). Art may be found 
in every country in the world includ¬ 
ing Abyssinia, Afghanistan, Algeria, 
Antigua, Azerbaijan, Bechuanaland, 
Brazil, Cape of Good Hope, Chile, Cili¬ 
cia, Crete, Cuernavaca, Dominica, and 
Estonia (Letters F, G, H, I, J, K, and 
L will be published next month.). No 
doubt the three classic types of art 
in architecture are too well known to 
mention here. We shall mention them 
anyway. They are from left to right, 
Ionic, Doric, and Carthaginian. Eureka, 
und so weiter! 
Culture. This is something else 
again. After all, culture is something 
else again from art. This definition, 
we believe, is all that is necessary for 
proper comprehension respondez s’il 
vous plait. Or, 





Ah, Hitler ! 
What is Hitler, 
you ask. Qui est 
Hitler? Hitler’s 
influence on cul¬ 
ture is, as yet, 
too transitory to 
be of much avail, 
in spite of the 
fact that he is 
determined that 
it shall not be. 
Analysing this 
statement from 
every angle we 
see that it is the 
same. Onay at- 
termay owhay 
hicktay it’s lic- 
edsay, it’s till- 
say oloneybay. 
. OVER THE YIELDING SANDS . . . J?r0m CllltUl’e We 
turn with regret toward intelligence, 
but find that this must be discussed 
next month as lack of space permits 
no other possibility dignus vindice 
nodus. 
(Continued from Page 15) 
and dumped out the sand. 
For an hour, Letisha sat her vigil, 
there by the mangled form, talking 
softly with misty eyes to the babbling 
ocean about the fate of man.and 
death.cold death. 
Then, like a spirit in the night, Le¬ 
tisha sprang up, shrieked to the four 
winds, and dashed off down the beach. 
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Pattern in Revolutions 
Through the crystal clear 
I go ... . 
In dizzying circles, 
T hr owing it 
In mad confusion. 
Making what was 
Bright as glass 
To puff in fleecy 
Clouds. 
Making what was 
Colorless 
As white as fresh-laid 
Snow. 
Making what was 
Friend of slime 
As soft as piles of 
Sighs. 
I.... 
Am an eggheater .... 
Without me you couldn't have omelet. 
E. Merideth Lovewell McDumpne. 
1 From Mr. McDumpne’s collection, “Tales 
Told To Our Four-Footed Friends”, 
printed in Shanghai, on green paper. 
« » « » 
RUSTy WRISTs WATCh 
wheeL turninG gaY 
thE hanD plaY 
i seE yoU 
liL watcH 
nestleD iN bluE 
— Adolph Glunkfx. 
« » « » 
Ha! 
Ah! 








Oh! Oh! ohohoh! 
— Helene Zephyr McCookie. 
The Modernists, 
Bless Their Souls 
By Barto 
There I was. I, before the classics 
of a future time, standing in humble 
awe before beauty, before technique— 
before ART, before noon, before the 
opening of the first annual autumn 
exhibit in the occupational therapy 
room at St. Vincent’s. I, and the 
masters. 
As I stepped, quietly, from one to 
another, something reached out, burst¬ 
ing from the narrow confines of a 
double diriiension, striking out to my 
mind, my heart, my soul, and compell¬ 
ing me, in humility, to pass on to the 
next. Something intangible, something 
indescribable, something which only 
the inner soul can grasp, by cracky. 
As I stopped before one, I fairly hiss¬ 
ed, “Matisse!” The artist, striving for 
something higher, had been slavish in 
his adherence to the Master’s style. 
The edge treatment was there. All 
four edges. The line composition was 
there, by gad, only fancier. The sub¬ 
ject matter was there too, in a subtle 
way. The artist had established a pat¬ 
tern, rending the arms from the model, 
changing them from a fife and drum, 
and then discarding them altogether, 
as only a Chiamarro Pituitary can. 
Zounds, this was something. Striving 
to clutch the very whirl from the spirit 
of City Life, he had, in three backhand 
strokes, spiralled the model’s left leg, 
removing the right one altogether, and 
closing the left eye. Something whirled 
in the picture. Something whirled in¬ 
side of me as I looked at it.... some¬ 
thing ... something—anything. 
Here was art. Here was feeling. 
Here was something you could puzzle 
over. Here was food for the intellect. 
Here were none of your pictures you 
could make out at a glance. Here, by 
jimminy, here were gee-gaws that were 
true THINGS. 
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Say, don’t ask me how I got to be student presi¬ 
dent—you know as well as I do . . . .A slip-up, or 
something, 1 guess .... well, politics have been 
pretty must restricted out here in the last few years 
—you know, a few superficial dealings, but nothing 
you’d really call politics .... 
Yeah, I guess-1 used to have a lot of people 
laugh at me—used to go home about ten or eleven 
at night and walk around Signal Hill for about an 
hour—yeah, I live on the East side—and people’s 
dogs would come out and howl at me, and—you 
know—“There goes that crazy Broderick boy again 
—he’s losing fast’’ .... 
Yeah, I like to wear blue . . . well, take a good 
look at this outfit, because you’ll see it for a long 
time—our house burned to the ground the night of 
Homecoming, and I lost all my clothes and books 
and briefs .... we’ve moved into an apartment now 
—you know, the kind where you can sit in the kit¬ 
chen and reach out and touch everything in the 
house? And the sun comes up about noon, and 
when you wake up you have to beat the dust off 
your chest before you can get up? .... 
Politics? .... well, something has to be done . . . 
the student body isn’t in touch with it’s representa¬ 
tives .... think we’ll try a new system next year . . . 
CAMPOS Cl 
Well, I always thought Sandy Buchan was pretty 
good .... in the first place, he was a little unusual 
in his talk. When he’d lecture in that little box-like 
room in Wilson, where we all had to sit on top of 
each other, you could have heard a pin drop .... 
yeah, I like Lien, but then of course everybody does 
■—chiefly because he knows what he’s talking about, 
I guess .... Believe I like Treiman over here better 
than anybody else .... 
Women? .... Tripe! . . . Oh, there are a few, I 
guess .... but as a general run they’re a bit—a bit 
flighty-you know .... or possibly you don’t; may¬ 
be you get along with ’em pretty well .... 
In love? .... Oh, I wouldn’t put it that way. 
I’ve been interested a few times, but nothing serious 
. . . . Both my past fancies are married now; hence 
the scepticism, I guess .... Two long years—and 
a half—Broderick runs around after a gal and what 
happens? While Broderick is carrying ice in Spring- 
field one summer, she gets married .... 
Like to carry ice? .... Well, I do it ... . no, I 
kinda like it ... . yeah, you work from quarter to 
four in the morning to five, seven days a week— 
upstairs three flights, 10,000 pounds a day .... 
yeah, my brother got me the job—he thought I’d 
complain about the tough work, so he got me the 
toughest job .... and my greatest accomplishment 
was when I became a member of the Chauffeurs, 
Teamsters, Stablemen and Helpers Union, Local 
No. 254 . 
Yeah-1 used to have a horse—got it for mak¬ 
ing a hundred average in grammar school one term 
. . . . oh, I’ll probably practice law when I get out 
of here .... 
Well, I like beefsteak and french-frieds best, I 
guess .... say, that might be pretty prosaic, but 
boy, it’s some food. 
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(Editor’s note: Miss Virginia Waggoner, president o£ 
Kappa Alpha Theta, is a woman of many activities, both 
social and academic. Yet this attempt to elicit some of 
the more unusual and unobserved characteristics caused 
even this polished young woman to stumble over one sub¬ 
ject—love. When our reporter led the conversation around 
to matters of the heart, Miss Waggoner showed a surpris¬ 
ing retiscence, and even went to the length of refusing 
answers to the very unobjectionable questions propounded. 
From this we conclude that our report must necessarily 
be incomplete, and we are forced to ask the reader to fill 
in those gaps where Miss Waggoner’s voice faltered, her 
eyes glazed over, and her head drooped.) 
“Why, that’s what gave me my start in life— 
beef juice. So of course I like it. Raw beef juice, 
and eggplant, and peanut-butter and jelly sand¬ 
wiches .oh, I think Skippy is swell!.no, 
not particularly-not George Bungle. But I like 
Popeye, of course, and Walt Disney comedies, and 
crossword puzzles, and walking in the rain, and quo¬ 
tation marks .... yes, use lot’s of ’em!.Most 
important trait? Well, you know, that baffles me. 
Yes sir, 1 guess-oh .... well, how do I know, any¬ 
way? . 
Well, when 1 moved here from Columbus, 1 went 
to a grammar school whose principal was named 
Nowlin, and all the kids called him “Pussyfoot — 
you know, because he used to sneak into the room 
and stand quietly at the back—and so one day I 
had to go down to see him—got my program mixed 
up or something—and 1 didn’t know his name, so 
I asked one of the kids and he told me it was 
“Pussyfoot”. Well, you can imagine how embar¬ 
rassed I was when I walked into his office and be¬ 
gan: “Mr. Pussyfoot . . .” 
Not pipes, no—cigarettes. Mother draws the line 
at pipes .... and when I was six years old I di¬ 
rected traffic—what a thrill! They didn’t know me 
very well, so I got away with it ... . Oh, yes, I’ve 
recovered-the desire is all gone .... bashful? I 
was bashful until—oh, I—well, ... I guess I’m still 
bashful. 
Oh, my ambition is statistics—I’ve been heading 
that way ever since I was in high school. Wait 11 
Professor Fletcher sees that—he’ll tweak me in class 
. . . . you do call it to his attention and I’ll never 
forgive you .... 
I guess my favorite is Leslie Howard .... Why? 
Dear me—I guess it’s because he’s so polished; but 
then you don’t want things like that—too serious . . . 
Oh, I like Doc Rider-he’s my pride and joy . . . 
mostly because he’s so human .... Fletcher? Oh, 
yes, he’s a great guy .... well, the beard is a bit— 
ah—out of the ordinary, but it’ll pass ... is Caswell 
Grave stiil out here? .... Oh, he’s swell .... no, 
I don’t like any of the English professors-except 
Dr. Jones, and I can’t say that because I’m taking 
two courses under him and—you know—it’d 
sound—well. 
Sororities? .... They’re swell. The trouble is— 
oh, boy, am I up on this because we had all the 
pledges down yesterday—well, we haven’t any 
houses—can’t get together enough. Supper meet¬ 
ings are about the only time they aren’t under the 
—you know—iron hand, et cet. And houseparties 
—they’re swell .... 
Love! Regardless of what I say, I’m caught . . . . 
really, that’s a terrible thing to talk about .... neck¬ 
ing? That’s one question I hoped you’d forget .... 
oh-really, what difference does it make? .... oh, 
in a minor way, yes .... a thrill .... well, it’s— 
um—well .... why, of course I get a thrill out of it 
. . . . nothing in excess, tho’. 
In love? Who, me? No-o-o-o-o! Do I plan be¬ 
ing in love soon? Oh, you don’t plan things like 
that! .... Let’s stop this, now .... no, I don’t think 
love is a chemical reaction! .... well, I don’t know 
—I think it’s something very grand .... oh, come 
on .... let’s change the subject .... I’ll sue you— 
come on, let’s talk about something else—my idio¬ 
syncrasies, or what I like to do .... 
Roller skating? Now you’re talking—ice skating, 
too. 
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Little Nell's Wedding 
“Stranger, who’d you say yew be? Ah, I reklect 
the newspaper feller from Lummoxville. I don’t 
know of any dewins round yerabouts barrin’ shoot- 
in’ of a couple revenooers and one er two cuttin 
scrapes, nothin’ very excitin’. Guess yew heerd of 
the weddin’ last week? Didn t? 
“Wal, Lige Holt’s gal is Lem Livergood’s woman, 
now, all done up legal. It tuck Reverend Perly 
Peebles and a barl of whiskey to tie the knot.’’ 
“Was it a shot gun wedding? ” asked the reporter 
as he selected a pencil. 
“Naw, the guns were present in a social way of 
speakin’ but not otherwise." 
“The gal was supposed to come in the room on 
her pappy’s arm, him to give her away. Instead 
he give hisself away and Little Nell had to hold 
him up as the thought of losing his little gal had 
druv’ him to samplin’ the corn likker before the 
guests arrove.” 
“The bride was dressed purty good and so was 
the groom, but it was right amusin’ the way Lem 
looked, with that silly grin on his pan and right 
bashful for once, too. I disremember all the beau¬ 
tiful service, but I remember Brother Perly looked 
hard at old Lige and roared, “What s this gal s 
name? ” Her pappy scratched his head and says 
“We allays called her Little Nell but ’pears like 
oncet we named her Arythusalem after her great 
grammaw.” 
“I don’t rightly remember much ontil they tried 
to put the ring on the gal. It wouldn t go on until 
her maw fotched a can of bacon grease for her 
daughter to stick her finger in. The ring fit a little 
snug, perhaps but on it went.” 
“Then the boys busted open the barl of corn 
and the fiddles started up. The weddin’ broke up 
when Lem laid out one feller fer kissin’ the bride. 
“Wasn’t that all right?” asked the reporter as 
he put away his pencil. 
“Yes, but Lem claimed the feller put too much 
enthusiasm in the job.” _Shirley Hatch. 
- D D D - 
A lot of these playboys used to be just plain 
farmers. They used to get up with the chickens. 
And now they go to bed with them. 
-D D D - 
Gals who tend toward being plumpish 
When they sit, appear quite lumpish. 
“Earl Carroll sure takes his new show calmly, 
doesn’t he?” 
“Yeah, he seems to take its success as a matter 
of chorus.” 
-D d d- 
EVOLUTION 




- D D D- 
Some of the best sledge dogs in the world have 
gotten the Byrd. 
-D D D - 
Customer: “Waitress, bring me a ham sandwich. 
Waitress: “Yes, sir. On a bun.” 
Customer: “No, I’m cold sober.” 
- D D d- 
Mugs who imitate Joseph Penner 
Oughta be killed in some painful menner. 
- D D D - 
Gals who live in nice apartments 
Excel the rest in all departments. 
But those with figures big and curvy 
Outshine the rest in formals nervy. 
- D D D - 
ALWAYS BELITTLIN’ 
“My, what a peculiar looking fraternity pin.” 
“That’s not a pin, sister, that’s gravy.” 
-D d d- 
“Hezzie, I got a pain in my back that’s just about 
killing me.” 
“Don’t kidney, Newton, don’t kidney.” 
-d D D - 
CHOOSE YOUR HAIRDRESSER 
AS YOU WOULD THE 
FOOD YOU EAT 
And smear him with mayonnaise? 
- D D D - 
We read that Culbertson and some other Ameri¬ 
cans journeyed over to London and defeated a 
picked British team at bridge. London bridge, evi¬ 
dently, is falling down. 
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A Soliloquy ON BEING STOOD UP 
i 
My lady love assured me 
She would meet me at the gate, 
And that I might expect her 
As the clock was striking eight. 
The bell has ceased its tolling 
And still she is not here; 
I really hate to think it, but 
She’s stood me up, I fear. 
I I 
My lady love is blithesome 
And my lady love is coy. 
She sets my heart a-thumping 
When she calls me “her big boy.” 
But now my heart is heavy 
And bitter is my cup; 
It does not seem quite possible 
That she has stood me up. 
III 
Perhaps she did not mean it 
When she said she’d be my bride. 
Perhaps she thought to make me, 
Then to cast my heart aside 
Into drear, despondent darkness; 
She has succeeded quite— 
There scarce can be the slightest doubt 
She’s stood me up tonight. 
IV 
How perfidious is woman! 
And how credulous is man! 
It has been so through the ages 
Ever since the world began. 
But if I’ve learned my lesson 
It will not have been in vain, 
And none will ever have the chance 
To stand me up again! 
V ¥ ¥ ¥ ¥ 
V 
Ah, good evening, my dear, I’m so glad you’re here; 
’Twas really quite lonesome without you. 
Did I fear you’d not come? I pray, don’t be dumb! 
Of course I’d no reason to doubt you. 
Oh no, you’re not late, ’tis scarcely past eight; 
And the thought that you soon would be near me, 
Though I waited all night, ’til morning’s bright light, 
Would ever be with me to cheer me. 
—RTR. 
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CHIEF MOURNER’S TEARS 
(Continued from page 9) 
beds and trick photography. The 
second scene was an entire water¬ 
fall and a large pool of water in 
which swam multitudes of chorus 
girls. While the girls were still in 
the water, by some mysterious 
fashion, the waterfall was chang¬ 
ed into a gigantic marble swim¬ 
ming-pool, the chorus never stop¬ 
ping in their aquatic formations. 
The third scene in this picture was 
the worst yet. It had a whole 
Marine Corps parading on the 
stage through the streets of Shang¬ 
hai. They stopped and then pro¬ 
ceeded to make a mass picture of 
the American Flag that rippled 
into a picture of President Roose¬ 
velt, followed by the Blue Eagle. 
Everybody cheered. Maybe we 
did too. 
Turkey Game 
The Thanksgiving Game has al¬ 
ready become a dim memory, but 
to the spectators and participants 
it is a memory that will never die 
out. The heroic and almost im¬ 
possible feat of Washington’s tired 
linesmen holding back heavy Billi- 
ken charges down after down was 
the high spot of the current foot¬ 
ball season. Captain Glynn Clark 
played as a senior captain should 
play in his last game—the best of 
his career. And we saw an out- 
manned Bear team play up to the 
average set by their leader. It’s 
good-bye to football for a year, 
but, though we’ve said it before, 
we mean it this time-— Just wait 
until next time.” 
Rusty Lock and Chain 
The Lock dance last week was 
the determiner of whether this 
Sophomore organization should 
end its weary existence or struggle 
on through another year of deficits 
and poorly-attended dances. 
Many of the students are indiffer¬ 
ent to it. And that is exactly the 
trouble with Lock and Chain. The 
organization exists apparently 
only for monthly general dances. 
But the dances are usually quite 
lackadaisical affairs with nothing 
at all outstanding, and the addi¬ 
tional handicap of being held in 
the Women’s Gym. The big 
school dances and the individual 
fraternity and sorority dances are 
held often enough to make the 
Lock and Chain affairs super¬ 
fluous. Unless, therefore, Lock 
and Chain snaps out of its lethargy 
with a decided swiftness, it is 
doomed to the graveyard. We 
can’t see that it makes a great deal 
of difference. 
Thanks, Mr. Whiting 
We think the pictures in this 
issue of the five freshman girls are 
pretty good. And we owe it all 
to Mr. Sid Whiting on Olive St. 
Five good-looking girls, Mr. Whit¬ 
ing’s photographic art, and our 
limited budget (Ah, there! Busi¬ 
ness-manager Bleich!) all com¬ 
bined happily. So thanks a lot, 
Sid. 
WILL IT COME TO THIS? 
(Continued from page 14) 
fr’ quarter? .... But the last ones 1 had exploded 
when I opened the can .... OH . . Oh .... oh 
. . . o . . . They should have been kept in the ice¬ 
box? Well,—all right, but I warn you, if I have 
any more biscuits popping in my face, you’ll re¬ 
gret it! .... Yes, yes . . you’d better add ten cents 
worth of that candy ... It looks awfully good . . . 
Yeh, that’s all . . . Guh-by. 
5:00 P. M. 
(Mildred dashes into the hall to answer the tele¬ 
phone-television apparatus, then checks herself has¬ 
tily, hurries into the living room). 
Mildred: Momma, you answer it . . . Yeh, proba¬ 
bly it’s Ed .... no, just talk to him for a minute 
while I comb my hair and powder my nose . . . . 
(Momma Jones obliges, and Mildred returns 
shortly, looking like the Spirit of Spring and 
Richard Hudnut) 
Mildred: Hello . . . oh, you look so nice .... I see 
your wearing that red tie again .... do you? . . . . 
Sure, I’d just love to ... . OK, ten minutes . . . . 
All right . . . Guh-by. (Ed plants a kiss on the 
plate of his machine, making the image Mildred 
sees look like someone has put a scollaped oyster 
on his face, but she accepts his offering without 
comment). 
(After a few moments the machine rings insist¬ 
ently. Little Willie lifts the receiver off the hook 
and looks into the television plate. Immediately he 
is startled, and letting the receiver dangle, runs to 
Momma for help). 
Momma Jones: What ... a man with a big black 
beard? . . . and little squinty eyes? . . . WHAT!! 
.... He has? .... Ye gods, Willie, hang up on 
him quick! .... that’s the tax-collector! 
—Dorothy Merkel. 
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Fratnerary Meetin’ 
ANTICIPATION 
Moere than even sleepin’ 
Moere thanne even eatin' 
I would like tew lissen tew 
A fratnerary meetin’. 
REALIZATION 
The president called for order and bummed a cigarette. 
Brother Glotz and Brother Puntz placed a ten-cent bet. 
Brother Effe took off his shoes and sat down on the floor. 
Brother Menzelhausen made a bee-line for the door. 
Brother Jiggins sniggered. 
Brother Gluen read the minutes, we sang a song we hadn’t 
learned. 
Brother Effelbottom moved the meeting be adjourned. 
Brother Naggletsausen moved we buy a new porch swing. 
Half the yeggs yelled, “Second it.” The rest began to sing. 
Brother Jiggins sniggered. 
Menzelhausen sputtered in to say that Sadie’d ’phoned. 
Brother Effelbottom moved the meeting be adjourned. 
Brother Splozenheimer made a pass at Brother Snegg. 
Then we all got out the glasses and opened up a keg. 
DENUNCIATION 
Naeow I wonder veree moche 
Yes, I wonder veree 
Mostly I wood like to knaow 
Why is a fratnerary? 
- D D D - 
—Puppet. 
That’s a good one on Jokely. 
What’s happened? 
He had an insurance policy on the contents of his cellar 
and he thought it funny to put in a claim when he had 
burned all his coal. 
What did the company say to that? 
They had him arrested for arson. 
—V. P. I. Skipper. 
- D D D- 
Among the Younger Set’s Best Horsewomen— 
Elizabeth Boyd, Evelyn Thompson, Betty Bughman, Jane 
Stevenson, William Boyd, Jr.— 
Five of the best riders in the crowd which will, in a 
few years constitute the debutante set.... 
—Picture explanation in Post-Gazette. 
For his debut, Billy has chosen pink organdy with a 
red scarf. —Pitt Panther. 
- D D D - 
ALL JOKES ASIDE— 
► 
» Fraternity Jewelry IS the Answer to 
, Your Christmas Problem. 
' A Complete Display of Official Fraternity 
’ and Sorority Badges, Rings, and Gifts. 
f 
L. G. BALFOUR CO. 
’ 6625 DELMAR BLVD. 
f 309 CONNOR BLDG. 
' Place your orders early. 
Unexpected 
Prof.: “Define ’disappointment.’” 
Soph.: “The reaction of the guy who sent for a book 
called ‘What Every Bride Should Know’ and got a cook 
book.” —Pelican. 
- D D D - 
He: “Self-control is a great thing.” 
She: “Yes, but I wish I had my boy-friend back.” 
—Penn. State Froth. 
- D D D - 
Valet (to Master): “Sir, your car is at the door.” 
Master: “Yes, I hear it knocking.” 
—Mugwump. 
D D D 
“Is my face familiar, baby?” 
“No, but it’s trying to be.” 
—Sour Owl. 
- D D D - 
Little Willy with a grin 
Drank down most of pappy's gin. 
Mother said, when he was plastered, 
“Get to bed, you little love child.” 
— Utah Humbug. 
- D D D - 
Joseph College: “I paid a hundred dollars for that dog 
—part collie and part bull.” 
Elizabeth Coed: “Which part is bull?” 
Joseph College: “That part about the hundred dollars.” 
—A labama Rammer-Jammer. 
- D D D - 
According to information, the remark was passed as 
M. was sitting in the rumble seat of an automobile 
with his sister, Mary M. and a half dozen other 
young men and women. 
—Pittsburgh Sun-Telegraph. 
Gungha Din! —Pitt Panther. 
- D D D -- 
Dean: “Where are your parents?” 
Co-ed: “I have none.” 
Dean: “Where are your guardians?” 
Co-ed: “I have none.” 
Dean: “Then where are your supporters?” 
Co-ed: “Sir! You are forgetting yourself!" 
—Longhorn. 
Don’t be proud—tell 
Thoughts upon Returning to 
Fraternity House Steaks 
O, steer, when once thou roamed the prairie free 
With naught of carping care to harry thee, 
Why didst thou spend thy days in climbing cliffs, 
In giant swings, broad jumps, and straining tiffs 
With other bovine freinds? Gymnastics such 
As those, by damn, enmuscled thee too much! 
—Punch Bowl. 
- D D D - 
Our room-mate always wears a tuxedo to a banquet so 
that, in the middle of a speech, he can pick up a few 
dishes and leave the room and every one thinks he’s just 
a waiter going out. 
—Orange Peel. 
them where you saw it. 
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Bystander, watching the changing of the King’s Guard— 
Corporal of the Guard: “Squad ’Alt!” 
Bystander: “Pardon me, corporal, haven’t you dropped 
something?” 
Corporal: “Pawdon me sir, I’ll pick it right up—Squad, 
right-shoulder, H’arms!” 
—Lehigh Burr. 
- D D D - 
She (after a quarrel): “Leave this house. I never want 
to see you again. Go this instant.” 
He: “I have one last request to make before 1 go.” 
She (sweetly, oh, very sweetly): “Well, what is it?” 
He (brutally) : “Before I leave forever, would you mind 
getting off my lap?” 
—Dodo. 
- D D D - 
The golfer gazed at his caddy indignantly. “A driver 
for this hole? Only 160 yards? Why it’s just a mashie 
and a putt for me!” 
Confidently he stepped up to the ball, mashie in hand. 
“Chug!” The ball dubbed off the tee amid an eruption of 
clods. There was an instant’s silence, broken by the mur¬ 
mur of the caddy. 
“Now for a heckuva long putt!” —Jester. 
-- D D D - 
Then there’s the story about the freshman who, on his 
first visit to the bank was asked to endorse his check, and 
wrote, “I heartily endorse this check.” 
—Purple Cow. 
- D D D - 
Florence: “Mamma, do pigs have babies?” 
Mamma: “Why of course, my dear.” 
Florence: “Someone told me they had little pigs.” 
—Cougar’s Paw. 
- D D D - 
“I wonder why Alice always gives me the same old 
stall?” 
“Probably because you’re the same old jackass.” 
—Wampus. 
Rastus: “Brothaw president, we needs a cuspidor.” 
President of the Eight Ball Club: “I appoints Brother 
Brown as cuspidor.” 
•—Lehigh Burr. 
- D D D - 
For the fourth time the corporation lawyer conducting 
the cross examination led the witness to the accident. 
“You say that after the street car passed, the man was 
seen lying on the ground with his scalp bleeding. Did the 
car hit him?” 
“Naw,” exploded the exasperated witness. “The. conduc¬ 
tor leaned out and bit him as he went by.” 
—Punch Bowl. 
- d n d - 
“So you’re working your way through school. How do 
you do it?” 
“Well, don’t tell my mother; she thinks I’m selling gin 
but I’m really editing the humor magazine.” 
—Ohio Green Goat. 
- D D D - 
He: “Your husband looks like a brilliant man. I suppose 
he knowns everything.” 




“Gimme a bottle of pop for my roommate.” 
“What flavor?” 
“It doesn’t matter, he’s blind.” 
—Pitt Panther. 
- D D D - 
Railroad Agent: “Here's another farmer who is suing us 
on account of cows.” 
Official: “One of our trains killed them, I suppose?” 
Agent: “No, he claims our trains go so slow that the 
passengers lean out of the windows and milk his cows as 
they go by.” 
—Exchange. 
D D D 
—Penn State Froth. 
I buy you furs, a Rolls-Royce, an apartment, and now 
you want a typewriter.” 
A college magazine is a great invention, 
The college gets all the fame; 
The printer gets all the money, 
The editor gets all the blame. 
—Lehigh Burr. 
-D D D - 
1. 
When you just saw this 
You probably thought 
It was a poem. 
2. 
By this time you have 
Surely found out 
That it isn’t 
3. 
Isn’t it funny how 
People will keep 
Right on reading when 
They know darn well 
They’re being fooled. 
—A laharna Rammer-Jammer. 
Next Month! 
The Mourners recline in their easy 
chairs for a month’s vacation as 
WALLY NOREN puts out the 
annual » » » » » » » 
EXCHANGE 
NUMBER 
p. s. O! Halter Hinchell, however, never 
takes a rest and promises much 
snooping over the holidays. 
garettes a. 
Of all the ways 
in which tobacco is used 
the cigarette is the 
mildest form 
YOU know, ever since the In¬ 
dians found out the pleasure 
of smoking tohacco, there have 
been many ways of enjoying it. 
But of all the ways in which 
tobacco is used, the cigarette is 
the mildest form. 
Everything that money can 
buy and everything that Science 
knows about is used to make 
Chesterfields. The tobaccos are 
blended and cross-blended the 
right way — the cigarettes are 
made right — the paper is right. 
There are other good cigarettes, 
of course, but Chesterfield is 
the cigarette that’s milder 
the cigarette that tastes better 
